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JOSIAII 11. I. SMOOT.
DEALER IN

Lumber, Shingles, Laths,

NAILS, LIME. C EMENT, CALCINED

BLASTER, Ac., Ac , Ac.

MAsmitrm or

FLOORING. DOORS, SASH. BLINDS

RANKS, M< H LDINGS. MANTELS,

BRACKETS AND ALLKIND OP

Wood WORK-

(jfifiinil \ard Vi\ Will Imm Si. Fit-

Urj W. U ai4 15 Nwtk Ut St.,

ALEXANDRIA-VA

rs- •a* .ncd LuniU-r und tl<>ring kept
under cover.

B. R. ABELL. Agent, Lconanltown, is
authorized to w-li and collect. Order* left
with him will receive prompt attention.

“March 18, y.

farmer’s and planter’s Agency

220 S. CHARLES ST,

BALTIMORE.
For the sale of Tobacco, Grain. Fruit and

all kinds ofCountry Produce.

JOS SHEPHERD, Prest, Dr.G. W. DOR-
SEY, Treasurer. L. E. HINKS, Sec.,

SAML. M HINKS, Cashier, CL
W. D< HISEY, Tobacco Salesman,

J ER K >WSH EN lA-sHant.
Salesman for Grain, Hay, Wool,Fruit sad

Poultry, JOHN E BRISCOE

Manufacturer* of High Grade Fertilizers
and agent* for Dl*-olvcd Bone, Fine Ground
Hone, Kainit and

IVniriati S.'mmmo.
Clover and Timothy S—l and all House-

hold and Farm supplies furnished.
Advances made on consignments.

Mafc-b 17—y 0

A CARD.

ESTABLISHED 1873.
J. W. MONTGOMERY

WITH

SULLEN & MCKEEVER,
9!>9 La. Avenue. Washington, D. C.

The firm "I Lurch A Montgomery hav-
ing dissolved by mutual consent. 1 have
a**oeiated myself w itli the old reliable firm
ot Bi'l.i.kn A McKkkvkk for the transac-
tion of a General Commission Business, for
the sale of Cattle, Sheep. Landis, Veal,
Hogs and all kinds ofcountry pr-xluer.

Thankful for the lilK-r.il patronage of my
country Iriends in the just, I respeetfully
s<'licit the same in the future.

*Verv respectfully,
.1 W MONTGOMERY.

Nov. 18. 1886— v.

R. A. GOLDEN,
GROCER AND

Commission Merchant,
CORNER 10th and F. NOS. 941 and 943

8 W.

OLD STAND WAREHOUSE

931 LOUISIANA AVENUE,

WASHINGTON, I). O.

Oet 23. 79—tff

FREIGHTING. jfiL
The S-luku* r. FRANCES J.

RUTH, newly painted, first-
dais in every n-sjKvt. four compartments
tor grain is prepared to receive and deliver
freight. Merchants and farmers w ill consult
their interest* by giving me their patn<nage.

Halt* : $ rU.

t train, ]>tr bnnhel 04
PcAnvo, f, r fo-Tu/u.iif 1 00

(Wo- rrtijkt in /Viipirtiiiw.
Address, either of the following,

THdley A CarpeuU r. Capt. W. A. Forrest,
57 Light St. Ridge,

Baltimore, Md. St. Man ’sCo,, Md

IISS K. S. MILBURH,
TIM NORTH FXTAW STREET,

lOi.n No. 107,1

BALTIMORE. MD.

laulm* I'mh-nrtsir.
C’oilren't t'oetuntf*.

CSdiiren'* />rrwi,
t hiUlren't D-nnete and Capt,

Infant* H'irrfnA.
tw~ All orders promptly attended to #1

Get. 28. 1886—y.

J*S- S. 4 KAWfOKIi. THUS. K. VIKNKK.
Washington. D. O. IV Geo. co.. Md.

CRAWFORD & TURNER,
GENERAL

Conissioi aid Produce,
.Vo. iht7 B St., Northwest,
'Wnee I*.inirton,D.C.

Rxt-KKKMK—citizens' a tonal Bank,
Washington. D. C.

Sspl 20—v.

1887. Notice. 1887.
POTOIiC TRANSPORTATION UHL

On and after March I*l,1187,

STEAMER

Capt W. C. GEOGUEOAN, willleave Pier
10, Light Street Wharf, every TUESDAY
and Prklay at 5, I*. M., for the following
landing* on Potomac River:

OX TUESDAYS FOR
Cornfield Harbor, Monday’* Point,
Jones’ Wharf, Abell’s Wharf,
Brume’* Wliarf, Howard’s Wharf,
Bacon's Wharf, Leonanlh-wn,
Cowart’s Wharf, Fuxwell’a Wharf,
C*an Wharf, Slone’s Wharf,
Kinsale Wharf. Cobrutn Wharf,

| Lodge Wharf. Xomini Ferry,
Mt. Holly Wharf.

Leave LEONAUDTON for BALTIMORE
on Thursday at 7, A. M.
OX FRIDAYS FOR

Cornfield Harbor, Fox well’s Whart,
Jones’ Wharf Cobrum Wharf,
Brome’s Wharf, H-'ward’s Wharf,
Bacon’s Wharf, Ix-onanltown Wharf,
Cowart’s Wharf, Stone’s Wharf,
Coan Wharf, Lancaster’s Wharf,
Kinsale Wharf, ( haptico Wharf,
Lslge Wharf, Liverpool Point,
Munday’s Point, Smith’s Point,
Piney I’ouit, tilymount.

Abell’s Wharf.
ALEXANDRIA A WASHINGTON,D.C.
Leave WASHINGTON for BALTIMORE

on Sunday, at 4. P. M.
Freiyht Reteitsid only on TUESDA YS and

FHIDA YS.

No Freiyht referred after 4.30, P. M.

No Hills of Lading will be signed except
th< >se < >f the C< unpun v.

R. FOSTER, Gen.' •ral Manager.
A. NEEDHAM, Jr., Agent

Feb. 24—tf.

RATIFICATION NOTICE.

Win. Barber, Mary P. Barber and others.
vs.

Win. R. Clarke’s admrs. and others.

In the Circuit Court for St. Mary’s coun-
ty. sittim; a- a Court of Equity.

No. ;s N. E.
‘

Ordered thU 7th day of OctoU r, 1887,
that the sah made and reported by Robert
C. Combs, Trustee in this eause. be ratitud
and eonfirnied, unless cause to the contra-
ry Ik- shown <>n or la-fore the l*t Monday*
of November, 1887. provided a copy of this
order be published in the St. Mary’s Bka-
con once a week for three successive weeks
prior the said Ist Monday of November.

The report stat> the land sold for #275.
J. FRANK FORD. Clerk.

True copy—Test :
J FRANK FORD. Clerk.

Oet 13—8w 0

RATIFICATION NOTICE.
I

Ann M. Conilw* and Charlotte B McSherry
vs.

Ellen Rebecca Fenwick and others.

lu the Circuit Court for St- Mary’scoun-
tv. sittim; as a Court ofEquity.

No. *l4l N. K.
Ordered this IUli day of October, 1887,

that the Auditor’s Rcjairt, filed in the above
cans. , Ik- ratified and confirmed, unless
cause to the contrary Ik* shown on or be-
fore the Ist Monday of November, 1887,
provided a copy of this order Ik published
iu the St. Mary’s Bkvcon once a week tor
three successive w eek prior to the said Ist
Monday of November.

J. FRANK FORD, Clerk.
True copy—Test:

FRAN B FORD, Clerk.
Oct 13—3w0

MILLINERY and FANCY GOODS.
HAYING just returned from Balti-

more with a handsome assortment of
all the latest styles of

BILLINEHT tod FANCY TRIMMINGS,

1.A DIES’ WRAIS.
CLOAK TRIMMINGS,

MI FFS. CASSIMERES,
double and single widtli.

TRU’OTS iu all the fashionable shade-,
H* >SIERV,

PRINTS.
COTTONS,

Canton Flannels, RejKdlants in all the fa-
vorable shades. Embroidered Kid Gloves,
Jerseys; Corsets a specialty,

t<*. O ' 1 O O ift[
PERFI MERY, |

Ijf O——< O O -lit

and a full line ot all the popular articles in
use-.

LAURA A. JONES,
LEONARDTOWN-

Oct 27—tf 0

P A TIK T 8-
FRANKLIN 11. HOUGH.
SstaWr f \atnai ni F*m*i filntt

925 F. Sthkkt, N. W ,

Near I. S. Paint tier VISUMM,I. C.

All business before the I’nited States Pa-
tent >fflce attended to for moderate fees.
Patents prex*ured iu the U nited StaUsand all
Fotvign Countries. Tradt Mark* and lal
V* red. Rejected applications re-
vived and pre scented. Information and
advice as to obtaining Patent? cheerfully
turnishevl without eharee.
Send NLIcA for Mattel for free <m to
patentability

Copie* ot (tau nts furnished for. 25 cunt*
each. Correspondence invited.

Oct 20 c

CAUTION.
All persons are warned not to trespass

with do or gun. or in any i<hor manner,
on our farms located in Breton’s Neck.
The law will be rigidly enforced against
all persons disregarding this notice irre-
spective of party, race or ptvvioos condi-
tion of servitude.

, Frank Dtllahay, Wellington Davis,
I Jonathan Moore, Zach Mattingly,

John T. John*m, ini M. W.ilhen
7- T. Mattimilv,

1 VI —:tt.

!•) and Barrel.
,

Somebody’s heart U gay.
And somebody’s heart is sad.

Far lights beam bright acre** the way,
And a door with crape is clad!

Sadness and gladness e’er
Are dwelle** side by side.

> A dear one on her bier,
And the wreathing of a bride.

Bright eye* are filled with mirth,
t l*ale faces bend in prayer.

And hearts beside the cheery hearth
5 Are crushed by stout despair I

Ah, sorrow and joy ami hop*
An- parted by thinnest wall.

And only on hearts which never ope.
No ghostly shadows fall!

No thoughts of the' funeral train
Come to the festive throngs:

N" hope that joy will dawn again.
To stricken souls belong*.

The future i* e’er a sunnyse*
1

To the children of joy and mirth.
‘ But only the frost and its memory

Comes to stricken ones ofearth !

S>mbody’s heart is gay.
And somebody’s heart is sad.

For light beams bright acmes the way,
> Ana a door with crape is clad !

Sadness and gladness e’er
Crow d round us side by side;

A sunny smile and a scalding tear,
So close they are allied ?

—L. G. Riggs in St. Louis Magazine.

A FAMOUS DUELIST
; A bout half way up the Rue da Jour,

near the St. Eustache church, in 1
Paris, is an old house, rendered con-
spicuous by a wide porch and an ex-
tensive stock in trade of china. This,
two centuries ago, was the Hotel du
Royaumont, built by {Phillippe Hu-
rault, bishop of Chartee and abbe of
Royaumont. Later on it was occupied

, by Francois de Montmorency, Comte
de Bouteville, who made it a geo-

I erous rendezvous for the duelist* in
Paris. All the gentlemen of the
court, eager to challenge any of their
peers over some love intrigue, or who
for some personal motive looked dag- \
gets at each other on the Place Roy ale
or the Cour la Heine, met at the man-
sion in the Rue du Jour. Here they
were hospitably received and enter-

tained . they were offered a cold col-
lation with wines and liquors before
entering the lists, and those who had
forgotten to bring weapons were pro-
vided with a goodly selection ot
polished steel. Throughout the
morning there was an incessant clash
of blades, each thrust and parry be-
ing watched with intense interest by

veterans, who, after old scores bad
been wiped off, and the resident sur- j
geon had bandaged the combatant*’
wounds; were invited, with the due-
lists and their seconds, to luncheon
with the Comte de Bouteville.

* * * *

It would doubtless be a vain quest
to seek, nowadays, for a single repre-
sentative of this defunct race of due-
lists, a race to which Cboquart evident-
ly belonged. He must have bad an-

cestors among the exquisites of the
reign of Louis XIII, the awash buck-

. lers of the Hotel de Royauomnt, or I
the splendid corps of musketeers of
Louis XV. Choquart’s mania for
dueling, his ever recurring provoca-
tions to decide a difference at the

sword s point made of him a public ,
character; and his reputation was
perhaps heightened rather than di-
minished by the fact that bis most

terrible challenges were unable to
withstand the offer of a peaceful solu-
tion over a bowl of punch. Hie guile-
less talk and southern accent, hie
peculiar way of lisping and other
physical oddities, gave to his daily
Odyssey a smack of the most genuine
comic buffoonery.

When the mania for fighting was
strong within him it was difficult to
evade his mood. One day be would
enter a coffee house, take a seat and
say to a near neighbor ;

“After you, The Figaro, please."
, “Sir," the other would politely re-

j spend, “it is not The Figaro but The
Conetitutionnel that I am reading."

“Oh! you would give me the lie,
; would you? Take care, sir, or, by

God ’ lilteach you better manners."
. On another occasion he would in-
-1 troduce a like scene after this fashion;

“Now, don’t keep staring at me in
I that offensive manner, please!"

“I," expostulated the customer,

i* “Lord bless me, sir, I didn't even see

,
you. I was looking the other way."

“Oh ? then I am a liar, am 1?"
And Choquart would rise from his
seat in a threatening attitude.

Even the most peaceful person
*

• could scarcely put up with such in-
u science. They felt like tucking up
* their sleeve* and knocking Cboqnart
i- down. Nor did he fail, at timet, to

meet with bis deserts. He more
than once stumbled on a Tarter. His
beet known scrape that way ia worth
relating. Choquart one day entered
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• courtyard to challenge a maetei
builder, who tree pumping wnter at a
fountain. The master builder looked
up surprised, caught bold ofCboquart
by the scruff of hia neck, doubled him
up, put him under the pnmp and
soused him like a dead ral.

The story of Choquart * adventures
would fi.l a volume, but I will relate
only one, wherein I acted m hia se-

cond.
One night, at a masked ball, Cho-

quart quarrelad with a Turk. Oarda
were exchanged. Tba following day
Cboqnart, with hia two eeoonda, went
to bis adversary's house. The Turk
of the previous evening terned out to

! be a well to do upholsterer, who car-
ried on business in the Saint Martin
quarter. Un entering the premisea
Cboquart inquired aftrn M. Ballu.

“What can I do for you ?" asked a

, young and pretty woman, who came
| forward from the back of the shop.

“Stuff and nonsense! I don't like
jobing in matters of serious import-
ance. Mv name is Cboquart. I come

for an affair of honor. A gentleman

shouldn't be made to wait in this
j manner. Your husband ia an ill
bred dog.”

“Ob, excuse me, now I know what
brings you. This ia what I have to
say. My husband went out yester-
day to spend the carnival, and it has
made him ill. He is in bed, and spits
blood."

“Dear me,” remarked Cboquart,
turning toward his seconds, “what a

mischance ! He spits blood, did you
say ?"

“Alas! yes, sir,” answered the
young woman, who seemed much af-
fected, “and the doctor says that he
has not six months to live."

“Dear me!" went on repeating
Cboquart, “spits blood. How shall
we settle matters, then? Hasn't six
months to live. Wei!, madame, I'm
not a bad fellow, whatever others may
think. Now listen to what I have to
eay. We are in January, aren’t we ?

Tut oo Wall, I'll give vour hus-
band six months to be buried in. 1
shall call around and pay my resp cts

six months hence. If, in July next,

your husband isn’t dead and buried,
I'll treat him as a knave and deceiver,
and placard his name in all the bar-
racks of Paris.”

This threat, which constantly fell
from Choquart’s lips, was a reminis-
cence of his soldier life. The thought
?ever suggested itself that an up-
holsterer might not care the jingle of
a brass farthing whether bis name
were placarded or not in all the bar-
r.ioks of the country.

One fine afternoon in July of that
same year, Cboquart took bold of my
arm at the Yarietes coffee house, and

j said :
“Come along with me, old boy; I

have a small matter which I really
must clear up without further lose of
time."

We took a road which led toward
the Saint Martin quarter, and, as we

walked along, Cboquart entered cir-
cumstantially into the particulars of
the case. The upholsterer’s day of
reckoning bad arrived, and Choquart
was bent on finding out whether his
former Turk bad paid the funeral
draft indorsed six months previously
by his wife.

“If," soliloquized Choquart, “the
rogue is still alive, I'llcut off both his
ears, you know. I'm justified iu so
doing,ami not?”

“Ofcourse you are, my dear fellow.
But, let me ask, the thing occurred
long ago, didn’t it, and in the carni-
val season ? And again, what did the
fellow do to warrant such a feud?"

“What did be do, *the villain?
Just listen and I'll tell you. I wss
at a masked ball given at the Renais-
sance theatre. I walked into the
greenroom in my drees suit. lam
spare of limb, as you can see. Sud-
denly a Turk stopped directly in

front of me and bawled out: ‘Hal-
loo, there goe* the Fat Ox’ Make
way, please, for the Fat O* !* Every-
body roared at this sally. I wai

downright vexed, as you may suppose
So I made up to him and said ‘Mv

i merry friend, at noon to-morrow you
shall be a dead man !’’

i “He was in the wrong, certainly,'

¦ 1 pleaded, “to insinuate so invidiooi
> a comparison between a thin man likt
I you and a fat ox ; but"

We had reached our destination
t Entering the shop, we came upon M
i Ballu, the upholsterer, who, all bud
i ding and blooming, was busy working
I t a parcel of goods.

* Oh, that s your little game, is it ?"

began Choquart, as soon as he set Lis
eyes on his intended victim. “You’re
alive, then 9 I thought as much.
But you don't play the monkey with
me any longer. Mister Turk ; you've
caught the wrong sow by the ear this
time, let me tell you!"

“M. Cboqnart!" exclaimed the
merchant.

“Yes, sir, my name is Choquart—
Choquart, do you hear, sir?—who’ll
have none of this tomfoolery. Your
wife—where is she, your wife? She’s
young and pretty, but wants to run a

rig upon me. Your wife. I say,
•?erred that you were on your last
legs and would be as dead as a her-
ring in lees than six months, and here
you are, alive and kicking. Now, is
that the way you keep your engage-
ments?"

“Ah’M. Choquart," rejoined the
merchant, who bad somewhat recover-
ed from his first fright, “I have been
ill, very ill, indeed, You’ll never see
me don the Turkish garb again. ‘Tis
over now. So let me ask you to for-
give and forget any improper thing I
may have said on that eventful night.”

“One moment," said Choquart, “not
quite so fast, please. Do you tender
your excuses in the regular form ?"

“Faith, I don't quite understand
what form that is. But this I know,

1 for I have inquired about you and
learned thst you were a right good
fellow. Come, I hive a roasted leg of
mutton with kidney beans. Will you

i do me the honor to dine with me, you
and your friend ? My wife will be
overjoyed. Aglae, why don’t you
come° Here is M. Choquart who ac-

cepts an invitation to dine with us."
Of course I nodded assent, while it

was not over difficult to read on Cho-
quart’s relaxing countenance that the
roasted leg of mutton had found the
way to his heart,

“Then, again," added M. Ballu, who
now felt that he had the game in his
own hands, “I have a certain Madei-
ra alvMit which T would like to bave
your opinion, M. Choquart.”

ou Lave no Madeira, sir,” retort-
ed * boquart, with a deep frown over

1 Lis eyelids.
“But"
"I say you have no Madeira, sir,"

exclaimed the duelist, raising bis
voice and gesticulating like a mad-
man. “And please take notice that 1
am not to be contradicted on this
point. I have drunk but one glass of

i genuine Madeira during the whole
course of my life. ‘Twas at the
Tuileries. Yes, sir, I bad just re-
covered from sickness, and was on
duty at the king's dinner. A glass of
Madeira having been poured out for
Louis X\ 111, bis majesty, turning to-
ward the cup bearer, said : ‘Hand
that to Cboquart, and give him my
compliments.’ Do you bear me now ?"

i “But, Monsieur Choquart, I assure

you"—
!

‘ I say that you have no Madeira,
sir,"screeched Choquart, who had
grown furious, and brought Lis hand
down with terrific force on the wood*
en counter. “Ifyou once more dare
to say that you have Madeira wine
111 tear your head clean off from your
shoulders! And what else did say
you bad ?”

“Well,” said the merchant, who was

somewhat staggered at this sudden fit
of passion, ‘l've a leg of mutton with
kidney beans.”

“A leg of mutton," said Choquart,
in a soft tone of voice, “that's good,
when well roasted. But I'm confi-
dent ‘twill be overdone. Have you
got such a thing as a spit?'

• “A spit 0 I should say I had,"
burst out M. Ballu. with kindling
eyes. “Only just pass this way,
gentleman, and see for yourself."

The merchant led us into a com-

i fortable back shop, which answered
the purpose o;' a dining room. There
on the hearth, in front of a bright
blazing fire, a fine leg of mutton

majestically turned on a spit, like the
planet round the sun.

i “That looks nice," remarked Cho-
quart, after a moment of silent con-

templation. “You are not altogether

lan idiot. A man who knows the
worth of a spit deserves to live. But
why don’t yon baste your leg of mut

i ton ?" So saying Choquart took up
i the ladia and began flooring over th<

meat the rich steaming juice. At
. that moment the merchant's wif*
. came in.

“Ah, good day, madams, good daj
5 to yon!” said Cboqnart, as he lean'

over and deluged the savory roast

“Well, you see whet has happened,
e Your husband isn't dead after all.
e Dear me. bow shall we get to arrange
i, the matter

° *TU very provoking,,
i very."
e “Alas, sir. twas a severe trial,
a God, in his goodness, has spared bis

life. I trust the lesson will be ofser-
e vice to him.'

“God, in bis goodness?" went on
- muttering Choqnnrt. “That's all very
1 well. But we haven't settled our

r little difficulty as yet.’ I
s “I’ome now, Choquart,’ said I, in-
a terrupting him pretty sharply, “we've

, had enough on that score. M. Hallo
( has tendered you his beet ezoosee io I
• my presence, and cordially invitee j

you to dinner: what more do you
s want ?*’

- “Dear me, said Choquart, still
fascinated by the leg ot mutton, “Ie do think it is beginning to burn at the

. joint."
The difficulty was now over, and '

? the durlist completely disarmed. We
? all had dinner. Choquart recounted
. his duels to the upholsterer, and drank

[ with great gusto bis “spurious''
' Madeira.

t choquart died in poverty. For
: over twenty years he had lived on a

small pension granted him by the (
1 Comte de Cbambord. When, how- I

, ever, he received 500 francs, bis.
I wont was to give his friends a supper I

which cost the same sum, so that on

F certain days of the year he went sup-
perless to bed. Still, he he was ex-
tremely punctilious in money matters,

i —Boston Courier Translation from
the French of Auguste Villemot.

A Western Postoffice.— Some *
time ago, while the Inspector of Post-
offices for the Northern Pacific Divis
ion was making bis rounds, he arrived
at a small town in Idaho Territory,
and going into the only store in the
place, inquired, Where is the Post-
otiice here ?

The sole occupant of the store look- i
j

replied;
Why, you darned fool, it's right

here. Where did you suppose it was? j
The inspector looked around at the

bar, with its row of black bottles, the
two barrels of sugar, and othar arti-
cles generally found in a backwoods
store, but failed to discover the Post-
office department.

W here is the place you keep the
¦ letters? he asked.

There; in that cigar box. Can’t
you see a thing when it's right afore
your nose**

The inspector looked into the cigar
box, and to his surprise and amuse-
ment, found the Postoffioe, the letters
being t brown promiscuously among
the cigar stumps, etc.

Where is the po tmaster? he in-
quired.

He's gone hunting.
\\ ho attends the postoflice when he’s

away.
The clerk?
Where is he 0

Sick.
Well, who a attending the office

' today?
If you’re looking for a fullblown

postmaster, just gaze on me I’m him
him today.

Have you been sworn in°
Not much; uot sworn out either. *

This state of affairs shocked the
worthy inspector, and he told the man
they could not conduct Uncle Sam's '

business in that way.
He was informed that if he did not

{ like it he could call on the postmaster
next day and settle it.

The inspector was on hand early
next morning and found the post-
master looking like a thunder cloud.

So you re the man what inspects
post offices, are yon* said he. And

I you don’t like my style** Allright, he
#

continued and be grabbed up the cigar

I box containing the post office, I'm a

( man of tew words and much meaning.
e \ou just tell that man in Washington

they call Uncle Sam, to take bisonery
twenty dolian-a-year poet office and

- go plum to b—with it. 1 ain't pos-
- mastering as much as I was.

r And he fired the post office into the
road, with an invitation to the in-

-1 pec lor to follow quickly and not look
t back if be cared to enjoy farther good

health.

e ; S9k.lt is too bad to spend half of a

t
short life distressed with neuralgia,

; when t 5 cents s*>ent for one bottle ofe Salvation Oil willcare it quickly.
He talked as ifhe had a 'frog io hisy hroat, bat be was only hoarse; a

it ingle bottle ol Dr. 801 l s Ccngh Syrup
t. x elieved the trouble atones. 25 cents.

patat Mark’s Beacon
job ranruo,

(t en a*

HAMiBIJ.LS,

CIRCI’ZAMS,
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meanico with skatxkm axdditatcii
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In Uu- ruitKxl mill long shadows hill.
The mice creep over the floor.The -obwebs swing on the cranukvl wall.
The sun sifts in through the >l.kv.

The great millstone hangs idly there.
Ami tin* brook as it trickle*’hy

j Give? a happy laugh to the bum lit air.
Ami a -mile to the thr-otT <ky.

It springs and it leaps the mill-race down,
It whisper* over the grass.

It gurgle* under the tree-roots brown.
It calls to the birds as thev pass:

Over feathery ino*s it softly" flows
Where the pines their !*ow interlace.

And the great, gaunt nx-ks in their calm
| repose.

For ag* untold have their place.

In the deep ravine, iu the summer men.
The lary leaves scarcely stir.

A wayward lev give* a honeyed ersm,

I The crickets faintly whir.
The trees grow given in their fallen state.
The squirrels run out and in,

! And the very stone* seem to watch and wait
For the file of the mill to Ixariu.

How Gypsies Fight Duels.—
Iranee recently suffered from an

epidemic of dueling, an evpidemic
which, for the moment, seems to have
somewhat subsided, but lam of the
opinion that, even at its height, the
feat of two gypsies the other day at
Albunelas, Spain, cannot be equaled
by any experience under the French
“code."

It appears that a number of the
wandering tribe were enjoying them-
selves drinking and singing, when a
misunderstanding occured between
two of the number who for a long time
bad not been on good terms. Re-
questing their companions not to dis-
turb them, they retired to a lonely
spot behind a group of isolated build-
ings and arranged the terms of their
singular encounter.

Each being of the opinion that the
other was a quite superfluous member
of the community, they decided that
the quarrel should be definitely stottled
then and there. To this end they

bound themselves together by the
feet with a rope, and taking the
scissors with which, as professional
sheep shearers, they were provided,
began the bloody death struggle.

After half an hour their companion*,
HOI seeing; lli,m uluiu, ituvl suAluin

to know what they were doing, in
spite of their prohibition went in
search of them. When they arrived
the frenzied combatants were still
fighting, but bad fallen to the ground
and were struggling for the mastery
in a pool of their own blood. It was
with the greatest difficulty they could
be separated, although they wete both
nearly dead and covered with the
most horrible wounds, a description of
which I assure your readers. Suffice it
to say that th?y were ofsuch a nature
as to render recovery almost impossi-
ble, so that instead of their being one

Gypsy less upon earth, as originally
proposed, there will probably be two.

Li ck. —I’eople who Lave made their
way upward and onward in an incom-
prehensible sort of fashion are very
apt to believe in luck.

The late A. T. Sturart's belief that
if the old apple woman on the corner

did not follow him uptown bis luck
would desert him, is well known.

There is a rich man in New Jersey
who fancies that yellow is his lucky
color. He paints everything about

bis premises yellow in consequence,
often in the most amazing fashion.

There is a woman who deals in real
estate in New York whose fortune is

large. She wears about her neck a
button tied to a shoe string. It is
usually concealed, but when she begins
to bargain she takes the button in

her fingers. Without it she believes
she should do some foolish thing.
Years ago a great financial light drop-
ped the button as be passed her, and
she considered it a talisman.

Another rich woman in New York
returns home if she meets a person
with one eye, her day -he says, will
be unfortunate if she transacts busi-
ness after meeting such a person.

It is said that the old mother of the
Rothchilds always resided in the tum-
bledown old house where they were

born. She believed that if she left it
their luck would leave them. Every

morning servants carried her in a

sedan chair to the palatial homes of
her sons but they carried her back at

night. >be slept in the old house as

long as she lived.
The wife of one of those wealthy

men who astonish the world failing,
always declared that it waa because
he lifted an umbrella over her bead
in hia office.

In fact, there are hundreds of people
who, quite aan* and sensible in other

( ways, are fixed in their belief as to the
I most absurd things concerning good

and bad luck.


